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could find, as now, similar places, though mostly
German and Swiss, and many of these served
dinner at even less than a shilling. These were
quite small places, where the customers knew
one another, and Madame knew them all, and
conversation was general between tables and
beUveen Madame and clients. You dined there
almost as one of the family.
Those Soho places came and went. A few of
them were fixtures, and some which are in
flourishing operation to-day have had over forty
years of prosperity. But others had short lives,
or moved about from street to street. You would
know them for two years. Then, after an absence,
you would go along one night, and they weren't
there. But you would hear of a new place down
the street, just opened, and you would become
one of its occasionals until it, too, disappeared,
and you would learn that its waiter (service in
the smaller places was seldom plural) had opened
a place of his own in Greek Street or Frith
Street. Or you would seek a favourite restaurant
at its old address, and find it gone, but would
learn that it was flourishing in a new home three
streets away. Or you would find the old place,
but you would find that a change had come over
it which meant finis for that cafe so far as you
were concerned; you would find that it had been
discovered by the smart and semi-smart. And
you would look about for a new place with the